DAVID
Till, as if in middle ocean striking on a hidden rock.
All the stout Vasana's timbers, quivering, reeling with the
shock,
Straight on board the crowded Royal leapt that band of
desperate men,
Freed the slaves, and left no Spaniard who might tell the
tale again;
And the sister galleys stately with fair winds sped safely on,
Under David Gwyn, their Captain, and cast anchor at
Bayonne.
And King Henry gave them largesse, and they parted
every one
Free once more to his own country, and their evil days
were done.
David Gwyn to England coming won the favour of the
Queen;
Well her Grace esteemed his valour in the perils that had
been.
What! had those swift, mighty galleys, which could wind
and tide defy.
Winged with speed the slow Armada when our weak
fleet hovered by?
Had not then that sullen quarry, ploughing helpless on
the plain,
Turned and crushed the nimble hunters, and re-writ the
fate of Spain?
Who shall tell? But his were doughty deeds and worthy
lasting fame.
Though the country he delivered never yet has known
his name.
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